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told us that after a funeral which he had attended, the mourners
expressed a desire to " see Aunt Maria/' whereupon the coffin of
a formerly deceased relative was taken down from its niche for
her features to be inspected.   The police of Punta Arenas had
their home together in a large vault, which was apparently
being prepared for a new occupant; while the veterans of '79
(the war between Chile and Peru) slept as they had fought, side
by side.    There was apparently no Protestant corner, for the
graves of English, Germans, and Norwegians were intermingled
with those of Chileans.   The resting-places of all, rich and poor
alike, were lovingly decorated with the metal wreaths so prevalent
in Latin countries, but unattractive to the English eye.   Whilst
I wandered among the tombs a storm burst, which had been
gathering for some time amongst distant mountains, and chilly
flakes of snow swept down in force, with biting wind and hail.
I sheltered in the-lee of a mausoleum, on whose roof balanced
a large figure of the angel of peace bearing the palm-branch of
victory, and the inscription on which showed it to be the property
of a wealthy family, whose name report specially connected
with the poisoning of Indians.   The landscape was temporarily
obscured by the driving storm,.not a soul was in sight, and the
iron wreaths on hundreds of graves rattled with a weird and
ghostly sound.   Presently, however, the tempest passed and
the sun shone out, while over the Straits, towards the Fuegian
land, there came out in the sky a wonderful arc of light edged
by the colours of the rainbow, which turned the sea at its foot
into a translucent and sparkling green.

But if there was not much occupation on shore, the unexpected
length of our stay provided us unpleasantly with domestic
employment. We had on arrival parted from our friend
Freeman, his object in coming to Punta Arenas was, it tran-
spired, to collect the remainder of a sum due to him in connection
with the sale of a skating-rink, which he had at one time started
there and run with considerable success: we were proud to
think that service on an English scientific vessel would now be
added to his experiences. Life below deck was then in the hands
of Luke, the under-steward, who, as will be remembered by careful
readers, had been the salvation of the inner man during our first
gale in theNorth Atlantic, We had engaged him at Southampton
on the strength of, a character from a liner on which he had